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After dinner we went down to the river and saw the Boat races
very well from the Queen's Barge. In Merton Meadows we over-
took 'David' Laing, now Fellow of Corpus, and we came upon him
again on board the Barge. David was in an odd excitable defiant
mood and whilst walking backwards like a 'peacock in his pride*
and declaring that he would rather he a drunkard than a teetotaller,
because there would be some pleasure and satisfaction out of drink
and drunkenness, he was very like to have got enough to drink and
to have put his paradox to the test for he suddenly staggered as if
he were really intoxicated, overbalanced himself, and nearly fell
into the river. Then David suddenly became hospitable and
invited us to breakfast on Saturday, but shortening his notice of
invitation like a telescope he gradually brought us nearer to his
view and heart and at last it was settled that we should breakfast
with our old college friend in his rooms at Corpus to-morrow.
Tuesday, 23 May
Mayhew and I went this morning to Corpus to breakfast with
Laing. David has luxurious double rooms, oak-panelled, in the
Fellows' Buildings, one of his windows commands a prospect of the
Cathedral, Merton Meadows and the Broad Walk, and from
another there was what David called an 'ancient' and very beautiful
view of some of the old picturesque buildings and the tower of
Merton and the pinnacles of Magdalen Tower rising grandly above
the distant elms. We had a merry laughing breakfast spiced with
many college stories and recollections of old days. David read us
some of his own poetry describing the solitude of a mountain in the
Highlands of Scotland, a pretty poem, and treated us also to a selec-
tion from the Jacobean poets and the beautiful noble lines to his
dead wife by Richard King, Bishop of Chichester. These were
quite new to me, and they impressed me deeply.
After breakfast we took leave of David and strolled into the
College gardens where I had never been before and along the high
terraced walk upon the old town wall overshadowed by the
drooping feathering limes. As we walked upon this lime terrace
we heard the bells beginning to chime for the ten o'clock service
down at Magdalen and we resolved to go to Magdalen Chapel.
Scarcely were we seated in the stalls than we heard the rustle of
footsteps and white wings and the angel choir newlighted on this

